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E PIS T IL. E 


To the NoBLE, and RIGHT HoxouURABLE 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


Kingat of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


— ROM Cam's fam'd Banks, and Granta's 


tl green Retreats, 
[ 25 . 9 Apollo's ſtill, and once thy favourite Seats, 
8 From that proud Dome, of glittering 


Domes the Head, 
Where Kings, where Heroes, and thy Race were bred, 
Accept, great Man, the Muſe's joyous Lay, | 
That hails Thee, blazin g in Meridian Day! 


In the ſweet Labour eager I engage, . | 
Nor dread the Critic's 2 nor Envy s Rage. AF 
Delightful 
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Delightful Wonder of each Britiſh Tongue, 
In what new Numbers ſhall new Fame be ſung? 
Bold I eſſay, un-heedful of Renown: 
On whom Gxorce ſmiles, a WALPOLE will not frown. | 


Merit at laſt has gain d fair Glory's Height, 
By Patriot-Sweats, and generous Toils of State. 
In the bright Liſt Thee, raptur'd, I behold, 
Where Emperors with Pride have ſhone en-rol'd. 


Deriv'd from Arthur, if theſe Honours ſprung, 
he Silken Garter, or the leathern Thong, 

r they from valiant Etward's Wars begun, 
When the blue Signal, wav d, ſhow'd Crefſy won, 
The dark Re-ſearch, thro' Time's Abyſs, I ſpare; 
Be that the Herald's, not the Poet's Care. 


From Age to Age th' un-rival d Order ſtood, 
Nouriſh'd, like Trees to Mars aflign'd, with Blood; 
Giv'n to the Brave, an Enſign of Renown, 
Beyond the Mural, or the Civic Crown. 

But ſoon as Arts were,thought no longer mean, 
And letrer'd Kings, without a Bluſh, were ſeen, 


I mperial 


{ . 


A... 


| N oX for her 8 leſs, than Tor her Lance dor'd, 
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Imperial Solons the ſtrait Limits ſcorn'd, 
And Sciences, as well as Arms, adorn'd. 
Patriots, and Warriors glow'd with Views the ſame, 
In Action different, but a- like in Fame: 
Yet was the Har indulg d with greater Joy 
To Thoſe, who Realms could ſave, than who could 

Realms deſtroy. 
Thus infant Athens firſt her Worſhip pay'd, 
In war-: like Sports, to the Jritonian Maid 
But ripe in Years, and ſmit with Learning's Charms, 
She own'd the Goddeſs both of Arts, and Arms: 
In annual Rites Minerva was implor'd, 
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Fir'd with the Scene, the Muſe, exultant, ſprings, 


Near ſhe advances, and in Triumph ſings. 


Thy happy Greatneſs to no Art was ow'd, 
But to deſerve, what GEORGE, un-ask'd, beſtow'd. 


0 Purpl d Patricians may with Pleaſure trace 


Thro' Cent'ries, long devolv'd, a Garter d Race, 


| Yet can they brighter Origins diſ- cloſe, 


Than that, diſtinguiſh'd by Deſert, they roſe? 


Ev'n I, who now with Eaſe chant WareroLE's N ame, 


A ſound familiar to the Voice of Fame, 


(If 


16 

{ (If Poets not in vain Preſagings boaſt) 

*Ere long ſhall ſee in Titles WAL POL loſt: 

Already in the Scale of Juſtice weigh'd, 

Mature for Birth they preſs, and long to be diſplay d. 


Her Sons, diminiſh'd, Chivalry deplor'd, 
Till the great BrRunswic Bath's fam'd Knights reſtor'd. 
While the big, ſolemn Pomp flow mov'd along, 
WMWWe view'd Thee, ſhining mid' the glorious Throng, 
| Grac'd with a Royal Mark of crimſon Hue, . 
That Crimſon but a Prelude to the Blue. 
So firſt Aurora with a redd' ning Ray 
Streaks deep th etherial Plains, and wakes the Day; ; 
But when the Disk of Pha high is born, | 
Hid are the Bluthes of the roſie Morn: 
A two-fold Beauty ſooths th' attracted Eye, 
Here, radiant Luſtre, there, an azure Sky. 


When Rome's proud Eagles wide their Wings diſplay'd, 
Th' Aonian Choir forſook th' Aonian Shade: 
From Helicon to Tiber they reſort, 
And Muſic warbl'd thro' th Auguſtan Court. 
| Then many a ſtrong, and heav'nly Genius roſe; 


Thoſe made Muecenas, not Macenas Thoſe: 
But 
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But we, their weak Deſcendants, wiſely chuſe 

A WaLPoLE's Name to dignifie the Muſe: 

Thence hopes ſhe future Praiſes to receive, | 
And begs the deathleſs Fame, Her-ſelf ſhould give: 
Nor is 7ithonus Fate her fond Deſire, 

Who could grow old, yet never could expire: 

She burns to ſhare thy Glory's nobler Doom, 

And live, by That ſuſtain'd, in Youth's perpetual Bloom. 


| Thy numerous Virtues numerous Poets raiſe; 

All can exhauſt their Wit, but none thy Praiſe. 

They, who in happieſt Flights exalted ſeem, 

Out- ſoar themſelves, yet flag beneath their Theme. 

Tho Lyres on Lyres have tunefully been ſtrung, 
Long trains of Brightneſs ſweep behind un-ſung. 

Thy generous Soul. the verſeful Throng receives, 

Great, now, rewards, and now, as great, forgives, 

If a new Oppian brings Pierian Lines, 

In Thee another Caracalla ſhines. 

O! had thy Life adorn'd Eliza's Days, 

When, pleas'd, {he liſten'd to a Henſer's Lays, 

Had'ſt Thou ſupply'd her favourite Burkigb's Place, 

The hallow'd Bard had never known Diſgrace! 


Thou 
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Thou would'ſt not, with ſuperlative Diſdain, 
An idle Song ſtyle his immortal ftrain, 
But, the Queen's golden Bounty to compleat, 
Quick had'ſt beſtow'd it, with augmented Weight, 
Nor thought the Royal Gift for your s Mule too 
great. 

Still Learning's Cauſe ( Thy-ſelf how lexiin'd ) defend, 
And be to drooping Sciences a Friend! 
Still ſhow, that They, who read, can think a· right, 
And the true Stateſman, yet may be polite. 
Let the rough Goth, and modern Vandal feel, 
Like Neptune's Son, their own deſtructive Steel: 
His Pole- ax, Pallas, at thy Tree was aim d, 
Thy Tree he oalh'd nay but Himſelf He maim d. 


| Yet tho' thy Breaſt with ater FRO is fraught, | 

| Than once Egeria her Pompilius taught, 

Still Arts alone not fate thy boundleſs Mind, 

| For vary'd Good, and public Bliſs deſign'd. 

| No longer Albion her funk Trade deplores; 
Abroad, what Credit, and at Home, what Stores! 

Her Merchants can deſcry, and feel from far 

The Rays, and influence of thy leading Var: 


* Falirrothius, St COT 'd 
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Steer'd by that Light, they fail the wat ry Round, 
And ſcarce lament the Longitude un- found. 


Thy Hand ſuch Treaſures on thy Country pours, 
As once Rhodes knew, O er- flow'd by golden Show'rs, 


Wond'rous to tell! — Calm, and ſerene of Mind, 
To Crimes forgiving, and to Frailties blind, 
Warm to aſſert what Pow'rs in Crowns unite, 
Yet tender of each Fellow-Subje&'s Right, 
From partial Favour free, and partial Spleen, 
The ſame in Up-roar, and in Quiet ſeen, 
Thou can'ſtz erect, the countleſs Toils ſuſtains 
Nor ſhow, beneath th' enormous Burden, Pain. 
Atlas may bear the Manſions of the Gods, 
But, bending, ſeems to own th' oppreſſive Loads. 


Endleſs the Strain, ſhould I attempt to trace 
Thy every Virtue, and thy every Grace. 
Could Wiſdom in a human Form appear, 
(If now ſhe wears not) ſhe thy Form would wear. 
Should a new Gracchus thy Accuſer riſe, 


With Cato Thou might ſafe his Rage deſpiſe, 


And for thy Judges ask thy Foes alone, 
Thy Foes, when Judges, would Thee guiltleſs own. 
E Thou 
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Thou ſecond Atticus, in Truth auſtere, 

Falſhood difdain'ſt to ſpeak, or Falſhood hear. 

By Jove's Command, were Eloquence aſſign'd Y 
To give her own Deſcription to Mankind, 

Her ſweeteſt Dreſs, and in-moſt Charms to ſhow, 
She with a WALrOoLE's Tongue would chuſe to flow. 


The Muſe, ſtill mindful of that Harmony, 
Joys to re- call paſt Times, ſhe griev'd to ſee; 
When Thou, un-daunted, with a Voice divine, 
Stood'ſt firm for BxUunswic, and his god-like Line; 
When thy true Hritiſb Soul, not vainly, try'd 
To ſtem the Torrent of a Roman Tide; 
When Albion's treacherous Sons were falſely fam'd, 
And the brave PATRIOT a baſe Traytor nam'd; 


Ev'n then the Muſe, to no Matureneſs grown, 4 
And ſcarce in theſe Parnaſſian Grottos known, 9 
To Thee, and Freedom, dar'd a Verſe eſſa; N 

When, with Thee, Freedom, cloſe-impriſon'd, lay. ! 
How, trembling for her Fate, Britannia mourn'd! 
How, with ſucceeding” Tranſports ſwell'd, ſhe burn'd! 
Rome's Senate thus deplor'd, in black Array, 

| | Thy rival'd 7ully on his exil'd Way: 


Like 
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Like thy Enlargement, was his alter'd Fate, 
His Country's Father, he return' d in State: 
With Shouts attendant Cities grac'd him home, 
And all Italia crowded into Rome. 


Tho Thou art Albion, and her King's Delight, 
Tho' deck'd with Honours, dazling to the Sight, 
| Yet ſcorns thy Soul by Grandeur to ſubſide, 

True to it's-ſelf, and un-debas'd by Pride. 

Thou not, like ſudden Meteors, flam'ſt to View); 
The preſent Glories have been long thy Due. 
Around Thee {till thy private Virtues ſmile. 
Courtier re-fin'd! — but Courtier without Guilel _ 
How ſhall Hiſtorians with th' Un- born prevail. 
To truſt the faithfully recorded Tale, 5 
If we, ſurpriz d, thy Acts, tho' ſeen, receive 
As bright Deluſions, and with Pain believe? 

Some Themes, embelliſh'd by a fruitful Vein, 
Owe all their Beauties to the ſhining ſtrain; 

But where ineſtimable Worth is known, 

No Fiction, gay with Paint, can there be ſhown: 


| When none to Merit equal Praiſe can bring, 


Guiltleſs of Flatt'ry, ſure, the Bard mult ſing. 
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O! may for Albion ſuch em- boſom d Care 

Thy Strength not weaken, nor thy Health impair ! 
But when by Nature's Laws the Body dies, 

And the Soul ſecks again its kindred Skies, 

In Britiſh Annals may'ſt Thou glorious ſhine ; 

Thine are Timoleon's Acts, His Fate be Thine ! 

Sicilia Him, her late Preſerver, mourn'd, 

And with long Pomp his funeral Rites adorn'd: 
Magnificent in Grief, a Tomb ſhe rais'd, 

That, like his Fame, with Gemms, un- rival d, blaz'd: 
In golden Characters his Deeds were read, 

And whom, a- live, ſhe lov'd, ſhe gracd, when dead. 
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Cambridge,Trin. Col. 
July 20, 1726. 


